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some time. It may not be amiss to observe here that what
the professors of this hellish art call "George Plateroon"
is all copper within, with only a thin plate about it; and what
they call " Compositum " is a mixed metal, which will both
touch and cut, but not endure the fiery test. Tom had not
been a great while at the trade of coining before several of
his gang were apprehended and sent post to the gallows for
their wicked ingenuity, which obliged him to employ all
the powers of his wit and invention in the search of some-
thing else that might conduce to supply him in his manifold
extravagances.
In the next place he went to picking of pockets, being
detected at which, he was committed to New Prison, where,
having a great many loose women coming after him, who
supplied him with a great deal of money, he had all the
privileges imaginable in the jail; and going to take his trial
at Hicks's Hall for his fact, one John Lee, a turnkey, con-
ducting him thither, gave him the liberty of being shaved
by the way in a barber's shop. The keeper also having a
pretty long beard, quoth Tom Sharp : " Come, we are time
enough yet; sit down, and I'll pay for taking your beard off
too." Whilst he was being trimmed, Tom talked of one thing
and another to hold him in discourse, till at last the barber
cried : " Shut your eyes or else my ball will offend them."
The man did as he was bid, and Tom took this occasion to
slip out, the barber not taking him for a prisoner, and hid
himself in an ale-house hard by. The turnkey, not hearing
him talk, opened his eyes, and not seeing him in the shop
rose up so hastily that he overthrew Cut-beard, basin, water,
and all upon him, and ran out into the street with the barber's
cloth about him, and the napkin on his head. The people
seeing him thus, with the froth about his face, concluded
him mad, and as he ran gave him the way. The barber, with
his razor in his hand, ran after the turnkey, crying, " Stop
thief! Stop thief! " but he, never minding the outcry, still
ran, staring up and down, as if his wits had lately stolen away
from him and he was in pursuit of them. Some durst not
stop him, and others would not; till the barber seized him
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